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As is the spring to the earth.   And hath he too
Exposed this paragon to the fearful usage,
At least ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune,
To greet a man not worth her pains, much less
The adventure of her person ?

Flo.                                       Good my lord.

She came from Libya,

Leon.                          Where the warlike Smalus,

That noble honoured lord, is feard and loved 1

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence ; from him, whose daughter
His tears proclaimed his, parting with her : thence,          160

A prosperous south-wind friendly, we have cross'd
To execute the charge my father gave me
For visiting your highness : my best train
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd;
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify
Not only my success in Libya, sir,
But my arrival and my wife's in safety
Here where we are.

Leon.                      The blessed gods

Purge all infection from our air whilst you
Do climate here !   You have a holy father,                      170

A graceful gentleman; against whose person,
So sacred as it is, I have done sin :
For which the heavens, taking angry note,
Have left me issueless ; and your father's West,
As he from heaven merits it, with you
Worthy his goodness.   What might I have been,
Might I a son and daughter now have look'd on,
Such goodly things as you!

Enter a Lord.

Lord.                                 Most noble sir,

That which I shall report will bear no credit,
Were not the proof so nigh.   Please you, great sir,          180

Bohemia greets you from himself by me;